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The Exequy, Marvell in his Coy Mistress, Donne in almost everything he wrote, from his early lyrics to the religious sonnets of his later life, constantly alter speed and pitch and emotional tensity, as the emotion that dominates them ebbs and swells:
But woe is me! the longest date Too narrow is to calculate These empty hopes: never shall I Be so much blest as to descry A glimpse ofthee . . .
drags beneath the burden of hopeless grief; a mood which is magically enlivened by the supernatural thrill of the last lines:
But hark! My pulse like a soft drum Beats my approach, tells thee I come . . .
Then, once again, the excitement falls as it has arisen, and subsides on a note of acquiescence.
To return to Dr. Johnson's Olympian standpoint; I think that, without disrespect to that great man, we can demur at his accusation of insensibility. "They wrote," he observes, "rather as beholders than as partakers of human nature,55 with the result that "their courtship was void of fondness, and their lamentation of sorrow. Their wish was only to say what they hoped had never been said before." This is criticism which overshoots its mark; an excess, not a dearth, of sensibility, running riot in a multitude of extravagant shapes, an almost morbid acuteness of sense and emotion, must be imputed to the Metaphysical Poets; while the chilly haufaur that Johnson seems to have felt was, on the whole, more characteristic of his own age.METAPHYSICAL    VERSE
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